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Nathan Holtrey
Dark clouds rolled in over the fields and filled the sky, blocking 
out any glimpse of the stars or the moon. Fairbanks County would be 
covered in a pitch-black canvas tonight. The storm was drifting closer 
and closer and thunder rolled across the old wheat fields and silenced 
the croaking frogs near the pond. The night was lightless and roared 
in agitation, so I wasn’t surprised when about an hour after bedtime I 
heard my son Daniel yell, “Daddy!”  
I lay sleepless in the otherwise empty king-sized bed staring at the 
ceiling. For a moment I wanted to believe that I wasn’t the only one 
laying there, but I knew that it wasn’t true even before I turned my 
head and looked at Kadie’s empty pillow beside me. Her place had been 
empty for almost three years, and even though I hated being reminded 
of her, no one could replace her side of the bed.
Daniel called for me almost every night now, especially when he 
couldn’t see the stars or the glow of the moon out his window. Most 
nights he dreamt of some terrible monster, and each nightmare came 
accompanied by the darkness.  That’s what he’s really afraid of, the dark, 
but I assured myself that he’d grow out of it, kids usually do.  I reached 
over to my nightstand and snagged the alarm clock in the dark.  Just as I 
thought, it’s 10 p.m., an hour after his bedtime.  At least his nightmares 
are on schedule.
I lifted the blankets and swung my feet onto the floor.  The cold wood 
shocked my bare skin so I slipped on my slippers.  Without turning the 
lights on, I rose from the bed and staggered through the room, almost 
knocking over the dusty framed photographs of the three of us, back 
when things were happy and Kadie and I could still smile together.  It 
had been almost three years since the accident and the divorce.  I hadn’t 
seen Kadie in about 6 months, not since she got out of jail.  
The doctors told me she had been suicidal.  She was drunk and had 
taken a handful of pills.  She refused to tell me why she took Daniel with 
her; she would stare at the floor and wait until a doctor or policeman led 
her away or until I stormed out.  It took them eight hours to find Kadie’s 
car.  She had driven off the road and crashed into a tree.  She was passed 
out against the steering wheel the entire time from a head wound. The 
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windshield was mostly shattered, causing glass to fly throughout the 
car.  Little Daniel sat strapped safely in his car seat in the back, unable 
to do anything except wait.  Soon nighttime took over and the dark 
car was an unfamiliar place to Daniel, and he didn’t understand why 
Mommy didn’t respond to his cries.  I have never hugged my son harder 
than when I pulled him from her vehicle.  Thankfully, the small gouge 
across his cheek was nothing severe, but when I saw it, my heart about 
stopped. I filed for divorce after Kadie was sentenced to two years in 
jail, and eventually transferred to St. Augustine’s Mental Rehabilitation 
Center for six months after that.
I made my way down the dimly lit hallway to Daniel’s room.  I slowly 
opened the door, trying not to startle him even more. His room was 
lit by a stegosaurus night-light I had gotten him for his fifth birthday 
when his nightmares started.  After the accident, several doctors told 
me that the trauma from Daniel’s experience probably wouldn’t show 
up for a few years. And for whatever reason, he began to show signs 
this past summer in the form of night terrors, but he never mentioned 
remembering the car accident, and he always asked where mom was, 
to which I had to remind him she didn’t live with us anymore.  I didn’t 
know how to explain to a five year old about restraining orders.
Daniel had lined his toys around his bed, like a small game of Red 
Rover, but I knew it was his last line of defense against the impending 
nightmares, like they would come creeping across the floor.  The night-
light was plugged into the wall at the foot of the bed, and cast long 
shadows in front of Daniel’s toys.  Bundled in a heap of blankets up to 
his eyeballs, my son sat staring up at me.
“I can’t fall asleep, Daddy.”
I stepped over the barrier of toys and stuffed animals and sat on the 
edge of his bed.
“Why can’t you fall asleep?” Then I noticed the small-framed 
photograph of him and Kadie peeking out from the blankets, clutched 
tightly in his hands. He must have been eighteen months old when the 
picture was taken, and Kadie looked as beautiful as she ever did, but 
I knew the smile lines on her cheeks would disappear soon enough.
Daniel held on to Roger, his plush triceratops, and looked around 
his bed and off to the corners of his room and whispered, “All of the 
monsters.”
“Are they hiding?” I asked him. Daniel nodded.
I crouched down on my knees and looked under the bed. “Are they 
under here?” 
He shook his head.
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I proceeded to the closet and behind the dresser, but he shook his 
head both times.
“Well where are they?” I asked calmly.  He pointed at the curtains 
hanging around the window.  I stretched them apart and shook them 
on their rod.  “No monsters in there, son.”
He began to whine, “Nooo,” and pointed with more urgency at the 
window. I knelt down and peered through the glass.  It was terribly 
dark outside, I couldn’t even see across the yard.  Every now and then a 
frog croaked from the pond at the edge of our yard. Rain lightly tapped 
against the window, and I could hear larger drops begin falling out over 
the fields and splashing in the pond. 
“The monsters are outside?” I asked Daniel from my kneeling position 
at the window. He nodded, holding Roger and the picture tighter to 
his body.  I closed the window before the heavier drops could make it 
inside, and I pulled the curtains shut and made sure they completely 
covered the window.
I sat back down on the edge of the bed and Daniel leapt up from 
his fortress of blankets and wrapped his tiny arms around my neck in 
a hug.  I hugged him back and held his small body in my arms and 
rocked him back and forth.  His brown hair matched my own and was 
tussled in the back and stuck up in points.
“Your hairs real messy, Daddy,”  Daniel said as he ran his small fingers 
through my hair.  I reached back and felt that my hair stuck up in a 
similar way and I smiled.
I laid him back down into bed and tucked the blankets carefully 
around him.  I picked up the picture of his mother and him and set it on 
the bedside table. When I was a kid, my mother use to always tuck me 
in so tight I felt like a caterpillar waiting for metamorphosis.  I loved the 
warmth and security of being confined by my blankets and the closeness 
of my mother as she leaned over to wrap the blankets around me. Her 
hair would tickle my face and her scent would waft down onto my pillow. 
She always smelled like lavender, and it was always so relaxing. After 
she tucked me in she would always ask if I wanted a lullaby.
“Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star,” Daniel requested as I finished 
wrapping the blankets around his feet. I sat on the edge of his bed 
and slowly rubbed his chest and belly as I quietly sang to him as rain 
drummed louder above us.  
“Twinkle, twinkle, little star,
How I wonder what you are.
Up above the world so high,
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Like a diamond in the sky.”
Daniel sunk deeper into his pillow and let out a yawn. He tugged 
the blankets up to his chin and held them there.
 “When the blazing sun is gone
When he nothing shines upon
Then you show your little light
Twinkle, twinkle, all the night”
I carefully tucked in the blankets around his sides, just like my mother 
use to do. I softly poked his nose when I sang “your little light.” He 
giggled and smiled brightly at me.  I smiled back.
“Then the traveler in the dark
Thanks you for your tiny spark
He could not see which way to go
If you did not twinkle so”
Daniel’s small eyes watched me between his weary eyelids as I 
smoothed out the blankets on either side of him.
“In the dark blue sky you keep
And often through my curtains peep
For you never shut your eye
Till the sun is in the sky”
I rubbed Daniel’s shoulders and he fell deeper into his pillow, sleepier 
and sleepier.  He yawned again and I smiled, fighting the urge to yawn 
myself.
“And as your bright and tiny spark
Lights the traveler in the dark
Though I know not what you are
Twinkle, twinkle, little star”
I looked around Daniel’s room, up at his walls.  Posters of dinosaurs 
were pinned all around the bed.  On the other wall, parallel with the bed 
was a diagram of the solar system.  Daniel had put a piece of masking 
tape next to Earth.  He had scribbled the word “home” in red crayon 
on the piece of tape.
“Twinkle, twinkle, little star
How I wonder what you are
Up above the world so high
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Like a diamond in the sky”
I looked back down at Daniel and his eyes were barely open anymore. 
Sleep was going to hit him any second.
“Twinkle, twinkle, little star
How I wonder what you are”
I kissed him on the forehead and gently rubbed his cheek with my 
hand.  A small scar, barely visible, etched its way below his eye and a 
pang of guilt, relief, and sorrow welled up inside my chest and then I 
thought of Kadie’s face, and how similar their eyes were.
“Daddy?” Daniel asked when I stood to go back to my large empty 
bed.
“Yes, Daniel?” I didn’t think he was awake enough to say anything. 
I paused, standing over his bed.
“You’re not scared of anything are you?” he asked from his roll of 
blankets.
I looked carefully at my son’s delicate blue eyes. “No, I’m not scared 
of anything.”
“Because you’re brave?”
“Because I’m brave.”
Daniel sighed. “I wish I was brave.”
I sat back down on the bed and stroked his messy brown hair. “Don’t 
worry about being brave, son.  Just get some sleep.  I love you.” I kissed 
him on the forehead a second time and placed Roger the triceratops 
near his head.
Daniel watched me as I stepped over his circle of toys. “I love you too.”
I dreamt of Daniel falling into blackness.  He was strapped into his car 
seat crying for me, and the harder I tried to reach for him the faster he 
fell away from me.  And somewhere in the back of my mind, Kadie’s 
voice mumbled words I couldn’t quite understand.  Then as my heart 
beat quickened and the panic started to burn in my chest, glass began 
flying up past Daniel and he screamed louder.  Kadie’s voice became 
a booming incoherent rumble.  With both hands I reached towards 
Daniel, who seemed so far away he was hardly the size of the toys 
defending his bed.  I felt as if I was leaning over a cliff, about to tumble 
over the edge.  And then he screamed and the shriek pierced through 
my heart and her voice, as if it were right next to my ear, whispered, 
“I’m taking him with me, Arthur.”
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I awoke with a start just as a bolt of lightning flashed outside my 
window and illuminated the entire room, and for a moment I could 
see the lonely reminders of my former life on the dresser beside me as 
the thunder growled somewhere in the sky.  Her face, from the small 
frame, smiled at me in the darkness. I was drenched in sweat and threw 
the covers off and sat quietly on the edge of my bed with my face in 
my hands, trying to forget everything. I breathed deeply and wiped my 
forehead with the back of my hand and strained to hear if Daniel was 
awake, but I couldn’t hear anything.  After a while I crawled back under 
the covers and just listened to the rain against the roof.  Eventually the 
soothing rhythm tossed me into a dreamless sleep.
The next night Daniel and I sat on the back porch and watched the sun 
go down over the fields.  The sky glowed in an array of colors. Reds, 
yellows, oranges, purples, and deep blues cascaded across the sky.  The 
clouds hung silently, all the brighter colors on one side, and as we looked 
directly above our heads, the colors darkened to shades of violet.  As 
the sun sunk into the Earth, the colors darkened; yellows and oranges 
shifted to red and the reds grew more prominent and the purples and 
blues faded closer to black.  We watched the sun as it shrunk against 
the horizon inch by inch until there was nothing left of it except for 
what was reflected by the closest clouds, but even that light did not last 
long.  On the opposite horizon we could see nighttime creeping above 
us.  Daniel hung onto his stuffed triceratops and my plaid shirt with 
both hands but kept staring up at the sky, his mouth slightly open and 
a slightly fascinated look on his face.
It was my idea to bring Daniel outside to watch the sunset and see 
the stars come out.  He refused at first, but I assured him it would be 
okay and he could hold on to me the whole time if he wanted.  I dug 
out the old telescope we had gotten for Christmas one year from my 
in-laws and I set it up on the back porch earlier that afternoon.  It was 
one artifact from the garage, a museum of a failed marriage, more like 
a tomb actually.  We hadn’t used the telescope in years and it required 
quite a bit of dusting off before we could see through it.  Daniel was 
intrigued by this instrument, and his eyes got really wide and he was 
momentarily speechless when I told him we could see the stars up close.
My father use to own a telescope when I was a kid.  We used to sit 
outside for hours and he would show me every constellation and tell 
me its name and a short story about it.  He would get really into those 
stories and talk about them as if they were real people.  He would kneel 
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down to my height as I gazed through the telescope.  When he told 
me those stories I would imagine the stars moving as if they were real 
people.  Whenever I couldn’t see the constellation or the star he wanted 
me to see he would move so our eyes were at the same level and he 
would squint and point towards the backdrop of glistening stars and 
say, “There. That one,”  I would tell him I could see it, even if I couldn’t 
because I didn’t want him to be disappointed. I didn’t want him to think 
I didn’t like this gift he was giving me.
 Daniel and I didn’t have to wait long before the entire sky had 
been sprinkled with a few million grains of sugary stars.  We used to sit 
out here and look at the stars before, back when he was younger, back 
when Kadie was still here, but we never seemed to have a chance to use 
the telescope as things got harder.  Daniel had always been interested 
in stars, but looking through the telescope he could hardly contain his 
excitement.
“There. That one,” I said squinting and pointing towards the bright 
star.
“Which one?” Daniel replied.
I showed him where Orion was, indicated by his belt of three stars. 
Betelgeuse was the star that made up Orion’s left shoulder, and it’s the 
eighth brightest star in the sky.
“The sun’s the number one brightest star, right?”  Daniel asked tugging 
on the bottom of my shirt.
I laughed. “Yeah that’s right, son. The sun is the brightest and most 
important star.”
“Why’s it the most important?” Daniel asked.
“Because without it, nothing could live here.  All life on Earth relies 
on our sun,” I replied.  
Daniel answered with a mystified “Wow.”  I showed him all the 
constellations I could remember, but it was when I showed him Polaris, 
the North Star, that I noticed something strange.
We stared at the Big Dipper and followed the bowl north to where 
the North Star should be, but it wasn’t there.  In fact, after the bowl of 
the Dipper, there was a patch of perfect darkness.  Instead of seeing 
the faint glow of Polaris, we saw nothing but the intense blackness of 
outer space.  Even through the telescope, which I looked through many 
times after I tucked Daniel in bed, I couldn’t see the North Star or any 
stars in the little dark spot.
For hours I just gazed through the scope’s eyepiece and watched for 
Polaris’s return.  It never came, and as I stared through the telescope, I 
could visibly see the area of the blackness expanding.  I couldn’t see the 
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outer space.  Even through the telescope, which I looked through many 
times after I tucked Daniel in bed, I couldn’t see the North Star or any 
stars in the little dark spot.
For hours I just gazed through the scope’s eyepiece and watched for 
Polaris’s return.  It never came, and as I stared through the telescope, I 
could visibly see the area of the blackness expanding.  I couldn’t see the 
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space actually getting bigger, but if I looked away, and then looked back, 
it had noticeably increased in size.  And by the time I trudged indoors, 
the bowl of the Big Dipper was practically consumed in darkness.
The next day, after I picked Daniel up from preschool, there was a knock 
at the door.  At first I thought it was just going to be our nosy neighbor, 
Terry, wondering why I was up so late stargazing by myself.  But when 
I opened the door and saw who was standing on the patio something 
awful stirred inside me.
“Kadie?” I said, shocked at her sudden appearance. “You shouldn’t be 
here.”  Kadie’s dirty blonde hair bounced around a pair of leopard print 
sunglasses when she glanced up at me, her blue eyes peering above the 
frames.  She wore a pair of skin tight jeans and a teal tank-top under a 
thin white short-sleeve button-up.  A long strapped purse hung from 
her shoulder and she wore a pair of thong flip-flops.
“Well, that’s no way to treat a lady,” she replied loudly, running the 
purse’s strap through her fingers.
“Kadie, you can’t be here,” I said.  I made sure to block the doorway 
best I could.  I pulled the door against my body so she couldn’t see inside.
“Is that how you’re going to treat me after all this time?”  She placed 
both hands on her hips and leaned away slightly. “I think I deserve a 
little more respect than that.”
“This is exactly how I’m going to treat you after what you did,” I spat. 
I clenched my fists and straightened my shoulders.  Deep in my chest I 
could feel a tiny fire burning hotter, she needed to leave now.
“Tell me exactly what you’re doing here so you can leave,”  I demanded.
“I just wanted to drop by, thought I’d say hi,” she said cheerfully.
“You’re breaking the restraining order by being here, Kadie.”
“My parole officer knows I’m here. And I won’t be long. Promise.”
I gave her a look she should know well.  The look told her, I know 
what you’re saying is bullshit. Tell me the truth, NOW.  But then the exact 
thing that I did not want to happen, happened.
Daniel pushed into the doorway under my arm and peeked out onto 
the patio.  He looked up at Kadie. 
“Mom!?”
“Hey baby,” Kadie said in a small voice as her hands met in front of 
her.  Daniel pushed past me and hugged Kadie around the waist.  She 
hesitated before kneeling down and then held him close. “My God, 
you’ve gotten so big.  And your hair is so long,” she said softly as she ran 
her fingers through his hair.  “Oh my little boy, I’ve missed you so much.”
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“I’ve missed you too, Mom,” Daniel exclaimed.  She smiled at him, 
but then noticed the small scar below his right eye and looked up at 
me, slight embarrassment in her eyes.
I stood in the doorway, arms crossed, glaring down at her.
She stood back up and rested her hands on Daniel’s shoulders.  Daniel 
had the biggest smile on his face, and any other moment I would be 
happy to see it, but this time it made me angry.  I had always thought 
Daniel should know his mom because, well, even though she had a lot of 
problems, she’s still his mom. That’s why I gave him the framed picture 
that’s next to his bed, but having them reunite in person, not over the 
phone, or separated between Plexiglas, just felt a whole lot different, a 
little dangerous.
“Daddy, Mom’s here.”
“I know she is, sweetheart,” I answered still glaring at her. “What 
do you want Kadie?”
“I wanted to see my son, Arthur, is that so much to ask?” she replied 
defiantly.
“Yeah that is too much to ask since we both know you’re breaking 
your restraining order.”
“Okay fine, I also stopped by because I had to pick up some stuff I 
left in the garage,” she answered, taking off her sunglasses and looking 
directly into my eyes. All traces of a cheerful demeanor gone.
“Take whatever you need, and then you leave, and if you don’t, I’m 
calling the police.” I told her, arms still crossed.
She made a step towards the doorway but I didn’t budge. “We can go 
in through the garage-door,” I said, closing the front door behind me.
Daniel skipped down the patio and around the house to the garage. 
I punched in the code and the door shuddered open.  The room was 
cluttered with things from someone else’s life now, a life where I would 
have held Kadie’s hand as we stared at our messy garage and smiled 
when I saw her face.  Boxes were stacked almost to the ceiling, and an 
undefinable mound of junk sat in between each tower.
An old exercise bike from the ‘90s, a Christmas tree stand, our first set 
of patio furniture, sun-faded and tacky.  Boxes labeled ‘Summer Stuff ’ 
which included swim suits that were long since overgrown and out of 
style, beach toys, water noodles, broken flip flops, and towels. Lawn 
chairs, some broken, some usable, sat stacked in a corner on top of a box 
labeled, ‘Old Dishes.’  An ancient wreath hung on the far wall and the 
needles had fallen all over the work desk I used to use. The calendar-
mat on the desk read June 2009, and had notes and appointments on 
it that were also three years old.
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My gaze rested on the top drawer and as I thought about the cold 
metal sitting inside, and the small case of rounds next to it.
I guess I hadn’t necessarily been organized when I threw everything 
Kadie left behind in the garage.  The size and weight of the few boxes 
I managed to pack before giving up on organization weren’t really 
considered when they were stacked on top of each other. Some of the 
bottom ones sat crunched against the pavement, pathetically spilling 
their contents like squashed berries.  Clothes covered pretty much every 
bit of floor, and even more clothes just lay scattered about, where I threw 
them from the door leading into house.
Kadie proceeded into the mess and tried pulling out things that once 
belonged to her.  I didn’t help.  I stood at the entrance of the garage and 
supervised my ex-wife and son.  She pulled out an old fan and struggled 
to uncover its stand from a tangle of Christmas lights.  Daniel was lying 
on a black trash bag full of clothes, but never trailed too far from her. 
He tried to help in any way he could, grabbing random objects and 
asking if it was what she was looking for.
He continued to crawl around proclaiming himself the “king of the 
mountain” every time he managed to climb to the top of a particular 
large mound of stuff.  He wielded an old cane and wore an old sweatshirt 
of mine around his neck like a cape. He donned an old fishing cap 
of mine as a crown and held a circular lid to a missing container in 
front of him like a shield. He must have thought he looked like a real 
king. He managed to gain footing on an old wooden desk. Its blue 
paint had started to chip, but it echoed memories of when we painted 
it many summers ago. Daniel slammed his cane onto the top of the 
desk several times, claiming the land in the name of King Daniel and 
bowing extensively.
I would have found his display amusing and cute, but a thought of 
holding Kadie’s hand crossed my mind as I watched her laugh at our son. 
The thought haunted me for a moment.  I had dedicated so much time 
in the last few years trying to hate her, but the truth was, maybe I did 
miss her, or at least a part of her.  Admittedly, it had been a while since 
I had had any sort of visitation from a woman, and I could definitely 
feel myself missing that part of mine and Kadie’s relationship.  But 
there wasn’t only that, the biggest part I missed was not feeling alone. 
Alone at night, staring at the ceiling and occasionally glancing at her 
empty pillow; alone during the day, drinking coffee at the dinner table 
by myself; alone even when I sat up with Daniel and sang him Twinkle, 
Twinkle Little Star.  I missed having a partner to live life with, but I 
knew I didn’t necessarily miss Kadie.
Nathan Holtrey
We had a lot of good memories, some very happy years. But things 
changed between her and I after Daniel was born. She wouldn’t look 
me in the eyes, and some nights I would wake up and hear her crying 
softly to herself.  I finally asked her about it one late afternoon.  
She was sitting on the back porch eyes closed, feeling the warmth 
from the sunset when I asked her what was wrong.
“I don’t know where my life went.” She replied, not immediately 
opening her eyes, and when she did, she looked up at me with tears 
that sparkled in the sun.  I comforted her and held her in my arms; hers 
sat limply in her lap.
I should have been more concerned, more aware.  I could have stopped 
her from doing what she did.
Kadie called from a heap in the far corner of the garage, “Have you 
seen a small wooden jewelry box with birds printed on it?” Daniel 
remained on top of the blue desk, unable to maneuver over the rubble 
to his mom.
“Mom’s lookin’ for a wood box,” Daniel conveyed from his island.
“No, I haven’t seen it, but I don’t think I threw anything like that 
out,” I answered back.
Daniel swiveled around on the desk top and called back to Kadie, 
“No.”
Kadie searched for about an hour or so, but finally called it quits.  She 
asked if she could come back later in the week and search some more. 
She said she was looking for something important that belonged to 
her late-mother. I reluctantly agreed, but only under the condition she 
come when Daniel was at school.
Before she left she asked if I had heard about the star thing that was 
on the news earlier that day.  I lied and said I didn’t know anything 
about it, hoping Daniel wouldn’t hear me.  I didn’t want to talk about 
it; I still wanted it to be a coincidence, or just a bad dream.  She looked 
disappointed and a little worried, it had been on one of the small local 
stations, but it still scared her. She looked at her watch and said she had 
to be somewhere so we said goodbye and she drove off in the same old 
green pickup truck she had when we first met.
That night Daniel and I stargazed again. This time he didn’t cling 
onto my shirt for fear of being pulled away into the night.  Rather, he 
wrapped his hands around the telescope and scanned the night sky, 
naming off the constellations I had shown him yesterday. I smiled as 
he called out “Orion!”, “Hercules!”, “Pegasus!”  But a chill shot down 
my spine when he called out, “The Dark Spot!”
I knelt down and looked through the lens.  The scope was aimed at 
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where the North Star ought to be, but it still wasn’t there.  In fact, the 
dark spot that had taken its place had greatly increased in size, covering 
the Big Dipper entirely.  At first I wanted to believe that maybe for the 
past two nights we had just been watching a motionless cloud cover 
that portion of the sky.  But even before looking through the telescope, 
I knew that wasn’t the case.
I don’t know how long I stared at the dark spot before 
Daniel tugged on my hoodie and asked if we could go inside.  
After sleeplessly lying in bed for an hour, I tucked Daniel in 
again, checked his room for monsters, and sang him a lullaby, 
but I could not return to my bedroom.  Instead I tiptoed out 
into the living room and carried my laptop out with me.  
The living room was gray and silent as I took a seat on the fluffy 
silver recliner.  We had a long couch that pulled out into a bed beside 
my chair, and along the far wall rested a rarely used fireplace.  The grate 
was pulled down over it to stop Daniel from investigating into the dark 
confines of the chimney.  A glance up there could easily provide his 
imagination with a week’s worth of nightmares.  Toys lay strewn out on 
the floor, Daniel’s toy train and racecar lay upturned next to each other 
like they had crashed.  Behind me, and across the kitchen, a dim light 
above the oven gave me enough light to type.
I Googled any explanation of the apparently vacant stars or the dark 
spot, but could find nothing of any value, just observations and blog 
posts.  Apparently many other stargazers had noticed the unusual veil 
of blackness over the North Star.  One small website called the dark 
spot “A sign to the end of days.”  I quickly navigated away from that site 
and eventually put my computer away, unsatisfied with what I found 
and a little disturbed.
For some reason I felt compelled to go to the garage. I walked through 
the kitchen, and down the little hall adjacent to the garage and turned 
the knob.  The door always stuck, so I pushed on it with my shoulder 
and the door swung open revealing the dark mausoleum of mine and 
Kadie’s marriage. I stood in the doorway for a second, looking at the 
shadows of the different shapes created by the cluttered structures of 
the past. I flicked the light on and it blinked to life a few times and 
then dimly lit the area around the door and my work desk. I stepped 
down into the mess and lumbered over some boxes.
I pushed some bags out of the way and pulled open the top drawer 
of the old desk. It stuck for a second since it hadn’t been opened in 
years, and then flung outward to its full extent, almost spilling its 
contents. Luckily, I caught it in both hands and saved everything inside. 
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I froze when I looked into the drawer though. I wasn’t really shocked 
or surprised at what was inside, just a sudden affirmation of what I 
already knew.  
The dim light shined off the barrel of the small black Taurus 94 
revolver in the drawer. A small faded box of bullets sat next to it. I 
slowly picked it up, surprised at its forgotten weight in my hand.  I held 
it in both hands and looked down at it like it had something to say.  I 
slipped it into my pocket and felt its weight pull down beside me.  Then 
I placed the box of bullets in the other.
Before I slid the drawer shut I noticed something else inside, it had 
been hidden underneath the rounds. A small wooden box with birds 
carved on its lid.  This, I was surprised to find. I reached in, pulled it 
out, and unlatched the lid. Inside was a small velvet box holding Kadie’s 
old wedding ring, the one her mother had given to her years before.  
I stared at it, and then slowly, almost mechanically, I placed the ring’s 
box in my pants pocket as well, latched the bird-engraved box shut and 
placed it back in the drawer.  I silently made a decision and emptied the 
contents of my pockets into the dresser next to my bed, and climbed 
under the covers to go to sleep.
In the morning I dropped Daniel off at preschool and went to work. 
I was an accountant for the state’s biggest light bulb manufacturer.  It 
wasn’t an exciting job, but at least it paid the bills and gave Daniel and 
I some sense of security.  I had taken a week off, accumulated vacation 
days, and spent most of my time with my son.  When coworkers or my 
boss asked me what I did for a week, I replied with, “Oh y’know, just 
hung around.”  I couldn’t tell anyone that I had taken a week off because 
I was hardly sleeping anymore.  Every night, whether Daniel called me 
or not, I would lay awake until the early sunlight climbed through my 
window and jumped all over the walls and ceiling.
So I went to work at the office, punched some keys on my keyboard 
and filed countless paperwork. It was boring, tedious work. At lunch 
I didn’t talk to anyone. I waved to a plump redheaded woman who 
welcomed me back from vacation, but other than that, I kept to myself. 
Maybe I should have taken two weeks off.  I ducked out fifteen minutes 
early and treated myself by going to the bar.  Daniel would have gotten 
picked up from preschool by his babysitter, Clarissa. She could take care 
of him while I tried to relax.  She didn’t mind staying late and I always 
paid her well so I told myself it was probably okay, I was only going to 
the bar for an hour or so.
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been hidden underneath the rounds. A small wooden box with birds 
carved on its lid.  This, I was surprised to find. I reached in, pulled it 
out, and unlatched the lid. Inside was a small velvet box holding Kadie’s 
old wedding ring, the one her mother had given to her years before.  
I stared at it, and then slowly, almost mechanically, I placed the ring’s 
box in my pants pocket as well, latched the bird-engraved box shut and 
placed it back in the drawer.  I silently made a decision and emptied the 
contents of my pockets into the dresser next to my bed, and climbed 
under the covers to go to sleep.
In the morning I dropped Daniel off at preschool and went to work. 
I was an accountant for the state’s biggest light bulb manufacturer.  It 
wasn’t an exciting job, but at least it paid the bills and gave Daniel and 
I some sense of security.  I had taken a week off, accumulated vacation 
days, and spent most of my time with my son.  When coworkers or my 
boss asked me what I did for a week, I replied with, “Oh y’know, just 
hung around.”  I couldn’t tell anyone that I had taken a week off because 
I was hardly sleeping anymore.  Every night, whether Daniel called me 
or not, I would lay awake until the early sunlight climbed through my 
window and jumped all over the walls and ceiling.
So I went to work at the office, punched some keys on my keyboard 
and filed countless paperwork. It was boring, tedious work. At lunch 
I didn’t talk to anyone. I waved to a plump redheaded woman who 
welcomed me back from vacation, but other than that, I kept to myself. 
Maybe I should have taken two weeks off.  I ducked out fifteen minutes 
early and treated myself by going to the bar.  Daniel would have gotten 
picked up from preschool by his babysitter, Clarissa. She could take care 
of him while I tried to relax.  She didn’t mind staying late and I always 
paid her well so I told myself it was probably okay, I was only going to 
the bar for an hour or so.
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I pulled in to Paulie’s Place, a little bar I use to take Kadie on dates, 
and strolled in, hands in my pockets.  The place had attempted a few 
different themes over the years, but never seemed committed to each 
change.  The walls had model cars and license plates, fishing poles and 
life rings, guitars and pictures of Elvis.  The same small TV sat up on a 
shelf behind the bar, it played some local football game and a few guys 
hunched over the bar silently gazed at the screen.  It was only eight on a 
Monday night so I wasn’t surprised that the place wasn’t busy.  A young 
brown-haired girl was wiping tables and smiled at me as I walked in. 
I gave her a small smile and made my way to the bar.
Paulie, the bar owner, stood behind the counter wiping a pitcher 
with an old rag and kept his eyes on the TV screen.  He probably wasn’t 
older than thirty-five and wore a gray plaid button-up over nothing, 
and a small necklace dangled from a chain on his neck.  He had red 
stubble on his chin and chewed a toothpick.  His vibrant red hair stuck 
up in different directions and looked like he had recently stepped out 
of a shower.
When he saw me, he eyed me for a second and shifted the toothpick 
in his mouth as I took a seat on one of the stools.  “Say, didnja use to 
come in here all the time?”  He asked through the pick-less side of his 
mouth.
I shot him a grin. “Yeah Paulie, I use to come in here a lot with my 
ex-wife.”
“Goddamn, if it ain’t Arthur the Romantic,” Paulie said astounded. 
“It’s good to see ya again, buddy.”  Paulie reached across the counter and 
we shook hands.  I had always liked Paulie’s way of business.  He always 
made people feel like they had been missed, like they were coming back 
home from a long trip.
“Y’know, you don’t have to call me that anymore,” I replied.
Paulie smirked. “Oh yeah I do. I remember when you had yer first 
‘hot date’ with that young and attractive wife-to-be a’yers. What was 
it you ordered again?”
I laughed. “Paulie, please, can I just get a drink?”
“Oh that’s right,” he continued, “Two plain, grilled cheese sandwiches.” 
Paulie cracked up and the few other guys at the bar smiled and laughed 
as they looked from me to Paulie.
That’s true, when Kadie and I first started dating I brought her here 
for dinner and a drink or two.  I’ve always been polite when it came 
to taking a girl out, but when she answered my question of what she 
wanted to eat, I choked on my water laughing.  She blushed from 
embarrassment and the scene I had caused.  She admitted that she had 
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been craving a grilled cheese for ages.  When my eyes caught her, and 
we both smiled at each other I knew something was going to happen 
with this girl.  However, when I went up to the bar to place our order, 
the laugh that escaped Paulie’s lips was louder then than it was now, 
but still just as embarrassing. 
“Yeah, of course I can get you a drink,” Paulie said as he wiped a tear 
from his eye, and chuckled a bit more at the memory.
A little while later I sipped the drink Paulie prepared for me and 
watched the local football game on the small television.  There was a 
conversation to my left between a few of the guys at the bar.  I hadn’t 
taken any interest in what they were discussing until I clearly heard one 
of them say, “North Star.”  
I craned my head to hear them better, but didn’t want it to appear 
too obvious.
“Yeah, just gone. Poof. Vanished!” One of the guys said, his upper 
torso was swaying in a small circle in his seat and his cheeks were a little 
more than a bit red.  He took a big swallow glass in his hand.
“Has there been any explanation?” a guy with a blonde ponytail asked 
before sipping his beer.
“Not at all,” said a third guy in a loosened necktie, drinking a small 
glass of something brown and apparently strong from the look on his 
face. “A bunch of local news reporters have talked about it, but they’re 
just saying how weird it is, not really clarifying what’s actually going on.” 
A gray-haired, mangy old man in a wool hat stood next to their 
stools and proclaimed that it was all a government conspiracy to steal 
everyone’s brainwaves for a psionic raygun aimed at the Russians, but 
the other three men turned towards the bar and Paulie had to shoo the 
old man out after he started shouting about the end of the world and 
government-operated UFOs.
A short while later, the football game ended and a news bulletin 
appeared on the screen.  A nationwide broadcast from experts on 
the unexplainable star phenomenon was to come up shortly. I sat up 
attentively, and beside me the three men grew silent and listened as well. 
Maybe now I could get some answers and stop staring at the dark spot 
until the early hours of the morning, but when the ‘expert’ appeared 
on screen he looked completely unprepared and utterly flabbergasted. 
After a few minutes of stammering over questions he finally blurted 
out, “We have no idea what’s going on up there!”
I made the drive home in silence.  I didn’t finish my first drink. After 
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the confession on TV, I just wanted to get home to Daniel.  Driving 
through the city I was surprised at how many people were out.  I leaned 
forward and peered through the windows.  People were crowding the 
sidewalks and some people ran across the street a few blocks ahead of 
me.  A group yelled at my car and someone chucked a half-empty beer 
bottle as I drove by, it shattered in the middle of the street and no one 
seemed to care.
I found it hard to believe people were really reacting this way from 
the news bulletin.  I glanced up, careful to also keep my eyes on the road, 
and looked at the stars.  I then understood why the city was going crazy. 
The remaining stars were all shining two or three times brighter than 
usual; it looked like the sky was studded in thick sparkling diamonds. 
I could see their flickering colors glimmer right before my eyes.  Some 
of them were different colors now too, probably reflecting whatever 
gases they consisted of—huge balls of green, red, and orange gas.  They 
didn’t look like normal stars anymore, they were large spheres of colored 
light.  Each one stood out against the backdrop of the night sky like 
flashlights in a blackout.
Fifteen minutes later I walked in through the front door and found 
Clarissa asleep on the sofa watching Oxygen.  I woke her up and she 
said Daniel went right to bed and didn’t put up a fuss at all, he had been 
silent all night.  I forced a smile, but I guess it wasn’t very convincing 
because she asked if everything was alright.
“Everything’s fine,” I answered. “I’m just relieved. He had been having 
nightmares.” And for a moment I felt a little disappointed. “I thought 
for sure he’d be awake.”
“Oh. My little sister used to get nightmares really bad, but every 
once in a while she would fall right to sleep and stay like that all night,” 
Clarissa replied.
I paid her and thanked her for all the help.  Before I closed the door, 
I told her to avoid going through the city if she could.  She gave me a 
weird look and said, “Okay.”
I quickly and quietly made my way to Daniel’s room where I slowly 
opened it a crack to peak in.  His nightlight was on and his toys were 
lined up in their usual defensive formation and there was Daniel, 
wrapped up in his blankets, holding Roger tightly to his chest, fast 
asleep.  For a moment I just watched him sleep and smiled.  It was still 
early for me to go to bed, so I carried the telescope outside.
I set it up and peered through the lens.  I couldn’t see anything, so 
at first I thought I left the cap on the end of the scope, but it wasn’t 
on in the first place.  I looked up at the night sky and let out a quiet 
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gasp.  There were still a few stars hanging in the sky, but not nearly as 
many as there were.  I craned my neck and looked in all directions.  All 
the constellations were gone, and many of the neighboring stars had 
vanished as well.  I frantically picked the brightest star that was left and 
aimed the telescope at it.  I focused the lens and watched it closely, and 
then, right before my eyes, it started to twinkle brighter and brighter. 
I removed my eye from the scope and looked up as all the remaining 
stars in the sky, every single one of them, twinkled brightly in unison, 
and then disappeared.
Something seemed to awake inside me that night.  I had a sudden 
urge to be prepared, like a tingling on the back of my neck or a knot in 
my stomach.  Something was happening, and I had to protect Daniel 
from whatever was going to come next.  On our way to the Pathways 
Strip Mall I couldn’t help but look up at the blue sky and think about 
what to expect that night. Daniel didn’t go to school, and I didn’t go to 
work.  I didn’t bother calling in for either one of us.  Whatever trouble 
I was going to get into to, I didn’t care; I had to do this.  Instead, Daniel 
accompanied me to the grocery store; we had the intention of stocking 
up on food and water, unfortunately I had underestimated the hysteria 
we were about to encounter.  
When we got to the parking lot, people were running out of each 
store on the strip with handfuls of whatever they could get their hands 
on: food, water, toilet paper.  Someone had thrown a brick through 
the window of an electronics shop a few stores down and people were 
hauling out televisions of every size through the shattered window. At 
the supermarket people were running out with bags and carts full of food, 
and even more were running inside for the chance to grab something.
“Daddy, did those people pay for those TVs?” Daniel held Roger 
close to his chin and watched a group of men loading a fifty inch flat 
screen into the back of a pickup.
“I don’t think so, son,” I told him as I unbuckled my seatbelt and 
made sure the small Taurus revolver was tucked securely in my Green 
Bay Packers jacket pocket just in case I needed it.
Just in case, I told myself.
Earlier that day a breaking news bulletin aired during Daniel’s 
morning cartoons.  For a moment I thought it was a mistake, but as 
soon as I flipped through the channels and saw the same reporter on 
every station, I knew we had to get ready.
The reporter announced to expect rolling blackouts across the country, 
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and that officials were working to restore power to the places already 
affected.  He dabbed his forehead with a small handkerchief and advised 
his audience it may be wise to stock up on nonperishable food and 
water, and that any and all electronic devices should be removed from 
electrical outlets.  Before the bulletin ended, he added that as of right 
now, several regions of the country were under ‘States of Emergency’ 
and cautioned people to remain calm.
Outside the store, we watched as a woman snatched her daughter out 
of a cart as it tipped over the sidewalk.  People immediately swarmed 
over the contents like vultures, grabbing what they wanted. The woman 
screamed at them to stop, but none of them listened.
I looked at Daniel; he was fixated on the scene in front of us.  I 
thought about turning around and going home, but we needed supplies 
if this emergency was a real thing.
I gently placed my hand under Daniel’s chin and broke his fixation 
on the tipped over cart. “Daniel, I’m going to go inside and I need you 
to stay safe.  No matter what you see or hear, don’t leave the car.”
He protested and clung onto my hand begging to take him with me. 
I started to argue, but I couldn’t see an alternative, and we needed to 
get inside before the place was picked clean.  The weight of the revolver 
hung to my side.
“Okay, but don’t let go of me,” I said, leaning closer to his face.
“Okay, Daddy.”  He looked at me with wonderment and conviction. 
I looked back at the storm of people around the parking lot and in the 
entrance of the stores.  My heartbeat quickened.
We climbed out of the driver’s side and I held Daniel by his shoulder. 
I locked the car as we walked quickly around the scene with the woman’s 
cart.  Daniel dropped Roger and I quickly bent down and picked it up 
for him.
“Hold on to him, I’d hate for you to lose him.”
We slipped inside and I grabbed a red shopping basket as we made 
our way to the aisle with bottled water.  Whole shelves were empty and 
merchandise of every kind was scattered on the floor like a grocery store 
glacier rolled through, leaving its sediment everywhere.
A balding man sprinted past us carrying seven or eight loaves of 
bread, and two large women were fighting over the last pack of paper 
towel, practically tearing it apart in the process.  I noticed that the cash 
registers were vacant of any employees; the cashiers were probably the 
first to take what they needed before the chaos ensued.  I kept one 
hand on Daniel and he held on to my Packers jacket with both hands.
The water aisle was practically empty, but I managed to grab two 
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six packs of bottled water and a badly indented and unlabeled gallon 
container.  I let go of Daniel and put the water in the basket with my 
free hand.
Daniel tugged on my shirt, but I told him to stick with me, we had 
to get some canned food before it was all gone.
A small group of people, most likely a family, led by a hassled looking 
woman and followed by three teenage boys, hurried past us as we made 
our way to the canned food section. Luckily, the aisle still contained 
a wide selection. Relieved, I made my way down the aisle and began 
snatching cans off the shelf and placed them in our basket.  The aisle 
was still teeming with people, but at least there was still a lot left.
“You like peas, right Daniel?” I asked glancing down at my side.  He 
wasn’t there.  I turned around and he wasn’t behind me either.  Up and 
down the aisle other people were sliding cans into carts and baskets, 
but Daniel was nowhere in sight.
A sudden numb feeling punched me in the stomach, and the back of 
my head swirled with a chilly intensity.  I dropped the can of peas.  It 
bounced once and rolled away. I began walking back to the end of the 
aisle with careful steps, like if I stepped on an incorrect tile I wouldn’t 
be able to see my son.
“Daniel?”
I marched past a few people loading a cart full of cans.  A tingle of 
panic itched its way around the base of my spine.
“Daniel?” I yelled over the rambling noises of the supermarket.
I reached the end of the aisle and looked back towards the empty rack 
of water.  On the floor about halfway to the canned food aisle was Roger, 
lying absently on his back with his plush dinosaur legs sticking in the air.
A blind panic exploded from the back of my mind and seemed to 
melt over my eyes.
“Daniel!?” I shouted. “Daniel!”
I dropped the basket and sprinted towards the stuffed animal.  I 
picked it up and looked in every direction.  I ran past every aisle and 
looked down it, but Daniel wasn’t in any of them.  I stopped in the 
middle of the store and ran my fingers through my hair.
All around me no one noticed the panic I was in.  People were 
concentrated on gathering their own supplies and it was so loud I doubt 
Daniel could even hear me.  I hopelessly ran down the aisles again and 
circled around the whole store.  I passed the cash registers and even 
stood on one of the conveyer belts to look around, shouting his name.
“Daniel?! Daniel!?”
“Daddy!”
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six packs of bottled water and a badly indented and unlabeled gallon 
container.  I let go of Daniel and put the water in the basket with my 
free hand.
Daniel tugged on my shirt, but I told him to stick with me, we had 
to get some canned food before it was all gone.
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a wide selection. Relieved, I made my way down the aisle and began 
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was still teeming with people, but at least there was still a lot left.
“You like peas, right Daniel?” I asked glancing down at my side.  He 
wasn’t there.  I turned around and he wasn’t behind me either.  Up and 
down the aisle other people were sliding cans into carts and baskets, 
but Daniel was nowhere in sight.
A sudden numb feeling punched me in the stomach, and the back of 
my head swirled with a chilly intensity.  I dropped the can of peas.  It 
bounced once and rolled away. I began walking back to the end of the 
aisle with careful steps, like if I stepped on an incorrect tile I wouldn’t 
be able to see my son.
“Daniel?”
I marched past a few people loading a cart full of cans.  A tingle of 
panic itched its way around the base of my spine.
“Daniel?” I yelled over the rambling noises of the supermarket.
I reached the end of the aisle and looked back towards the empty rack 
of water.  On the floor about halfway to the canned food aisle was Roger, 
lying absently on his back with his plush dinosaur legs sticking in the air.
A blind panic exploded from the back of my mind and seemed to 
melt over my eyes.
“Daniel!?” I shouted. “Daniel!”
I dropped the basket and sprinted towards the stuffed animal.  I 
picked it up and looked in every direction.  I ran past every aisle and 
looked down it, but Daniel wasn’t in any of them.  I stopped in the 
middle of the store and ran my fingers through my hair.
All around me no one noticed the panic I was in.  People were 
concentrated on gathering their own supplies and it was so loud I doubt 
Daniel could even hear me.  I hopelessly ran down the aisles again and 
circled around the whole store.  I passed the cash registers and even 
stood on one of the conveyer belts to look around, shouting his name.
“Daniel?! Daniel!?”
“Daddy!”
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His voice rang out from slightly behind me. I whipped around and 
saw him near the entrance where he was wrestling against the grip of 
a woman trying to drag him out the door.
“Daniel!” I jumped from the counter and ran to the entrance.  I 
reached the woman and placed my hand in my jacket pocket, feeling 
the cold metal of the revolver against my fingers.
“What are you doing? Let go of my son!” I shouted.  Daniel continued 
to pull away from the woman.  She had just been trying to get out the 
crowded doorway and hadn’t noticed me approach.
She turned around. “Huh?”
I gripped the gun tighter in my pocket. “He’s my son. Where are you 
taking him?” I demanded.
The woman brushed her black hair out of her eyes. “I thought he 
was lost, I was just getting him out of the store. I was scared for him. 
I didn’t mean to cause a panic.”
She let go of him and Daniel rushed towards me.  I let go of the 
gun and knelt down to pick him up.  I held him tightly in my arms and 
felt his smooth brown hair in the palm of my hand.  He was shaking.
“You’re okay, you’re okay.  I’m so sorry, son,” I whispered in his ear. “I 
didn’t mean to lose you. I’m so sorry.”  Daniel just held on tighter and 
I squeezed him in my arms.
I thanked the woman and walked back into the store.  
I rubbed Daniel’s back, he was still shaking. “Are you okay, son?”
Daniel had removed his face from my sleeve, but now chewed on 
his own. “Yeah,” he said staring at the woman. “I was just scared the 
monsters were getting me.”  
“That wasn’t a monster, that was just some woman trying to help,” I 
answered him. “I’m sorry I lost track of you, I don’t want you to get hurt.”
I didn’t put Daniel down the rest of the time we were in the store. 
We grabbed a cart and returned to our basket, which surprisingly still 
had our water.  We filled our cart with what little cans they had left, 
and I left a fifty dollar bill on the customer service desk before leaving.
On our way back I still felt shaken.  It was like someone had shaken loose 
all of my joints and I was just settling into my body again.  I looked at 
little Daniel in the seat beside me.  He was watching the city pass by 
beside us as we left town and returned home. 
I couldn’t stop thinking that I would have shot that woman.  I would 
have killed her. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing to feel, to know 
that I would have killed a stranger to keep Daniel safe.
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Everywhere people were looting, taking what they could before the 
State of Emergency was lifted.  Cops were patrolling for several blocks, 
making their way to other parts of town.  I was angry that the cops 
hadn’t shown up sooner, and clenched my fists against the wheel as one 
waved us through an intersection.
I wondered if Daniel understood what was going on, I wondered 
if I could be able to tell him.  How do you explain widespread panic, 
looting, and “State of Emergency” to a five year old? 
“Do you want to talk about what’s happening?” I asked him over the 
sounds of the wind whooshing through the window.
“Yeah. Okay.”
“You see, Daniel, when people are really scared, they show it in 
different ways,” I began. “Some people cry, some people hide, and some 
people react a little dangerously.”
“Like the store?” Daniel asked looking up at me.
“Yeah, like the store and the men with the TVs.”
“And the woman who tried to steal me?”
“She—she was trying to protect you,” I said, trying to think of what 
to say. “She was making sure you were okay.”
“Like you are?” he asked.
I looked at him and smiled. “Yeah, like I am.”
Daniel looked out the window again. “Okay.”
When we turned the corner into our neighborhood I could already 
see Kadie’s truck sitting in the driveway.  She was probably there for 
the ring.  There was no looting or chaos out here in Fairbanks County; 
it was relatively calm compared to the city.
We pulled up beside Kadie’s truck and I could see her and a man I 
didn’t know looking through the window next to the front door.  They 
both turned and looked at our car when we drove in.  Kadie and the 
man exchanged looks. An image of the small black ring-box floated 
into my mind.  They were definitely here for the ring.
I stepped out of the car, followed closely by Daniel.  Kadie smiled 
and apologized if they came over too early, and said they had tried to 
call but the phone lines were down. I said it was fine.  The man stood 
behind her purposefully not making eye contact with me.  He was 
wearing a sweater and blue jeans.  He had slightly curly dark hair and 
wore glasses over a pair of brown eyes.  He had a groomed beard that 
wrapped around thin pink lips.
Kadie seemed to have dark shadows under her eyes like mine, like she 
wasn’t sleeping much either. I had fallen asleep on the porch the night 
before, waiting to see if the stars would reappear, but none of them did.
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Kadie was surprised and even a little suspicious when Daniel skipped 
past me to greet her.
“I thought he was going to be at school when I came over,” Kadie 
asked.
I couldn’t ignore the silent man any longer.
“Who’s this?” I asked gesturing to the man.
Kadie looked like I had just caught her stealing. “Uh, well. . . ” she 
stammered. “Arthur, I haven’t been totally honest with you,” she said 
suddenly looking into my eyes and holding her hands to her lips like 
she was in a silent prayer. “I’ve been seeing someone.”
The man stepped forward to shake my hand. “Hi there, I’m Rob.”
I looked at him with a raised eyebrow, then down at his hand, and 
then to my ex-wife.
“I’m sorry,” Kadie said through her fingers, not looking at Daniel, 
who was hugging Roger tightly and had started to step backwards to 
the point of hiding behind my legs and grasped onto the back of my 
Packers jacket again.
“You didn’t have to hide this from me, Kadie,” I said. “You should 
have told me you were getting married.”
There was a charged silence before anyone spoke.
“How did you know we were getting married?” Kadie asked, tears 
in her eyes.
My cheeks flushed and I bit my bottom lip. “I found the ring.”  Her 
eyes got wide with excitement. I sighed; glad she wasn’t angry that I 
hadn’t told her sooner. “Let me go get it. Come on, Daniel.”  I motioned 
for him to follow me inside.
I opened the front door and gestured to the gray living room furniture. 
“Make yourselves at home, I guess.”  Kadie and Rob made their way 
into the entranceway.  Katie held her purse in front of her, and Rob 
held his hands behind his back, surveying the room. They gave each 
other nervous glances.
I made my way to the bedroom and opened the door to the shady 
room Kadie and I use to share all those years ago.  Daniel trailed behind 
me and went into his bedroom, Roger in tow.  I opened the top drawer 
of the dresser and held the little black box in my hand for a moment 
and clicked it open.  The diamond glimmered, even in the gloom, and 
I stared at its beauty for a second.  The dusty pictures on the dresser 
caught my attention and I picked up my forgotten favorite—one on 
our wedding night.  I was holding Kadie around the waist and she was 
laughing over her shoulder at me as I smiled down at her.  I wiped a 
tear away from my eye and placed the picture facedown.
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I walked back into the living room where I found Kadie and Rob 
still standing at the door.  I gave her the ring and she almost cried with 
happiness. Rob thanked me for finding it, and we shook hands.
After a couple seconds of happy tears, Kadie wiped them away and 
put the ring in her purse.  Then she looked at me in all seriousness, and 
the sudden change of her attitude worried me.
“There’s something else I came here to say.”  Both of their faces were 
solemn, and Rob took a step away from me.
“I’m taking him with me, Arthur,” Kadie said. Her words crept 
through me like I was sinking into a vat of cold water and I took a step 
backwards. Her voice echoed like it was being spoken down a long 
tunnel from the foggy memories of a dream.
“You need to leave” were the only words I could summon.
Kadie took a step towards me; tears dotted her eyes. “Arthur, please, 
let me take him with us.  We’re going somewhere safe, away from the 
city.  He’ll be alright with me.”
The idea of Daniel leaving with her crossed my rattled mind, and 
something seemed to snap. Before I knew what I was doing, I was 
shouting, shouting at her for everything she had done to our family 
and all the nightmares she had caused, and all the sleepless nights she 
forced upon both me and Daniel.  I was rambling in anger, screaming 
at the top of my lungs.  She was backing away from me and Rob tried 
to force his way between us.  He grabbed my arm but I forced my hand 
against his throat and shoved him off me.
I reached into my jacket pocket and pulled out the small black revolver 
and aimed it at him.  For a second there was nothing but silence except 
for my own rushed breathing.  Kadie had backed up to the far wall and 
was almost sobbing.
Three years of pent up hatred and anger was on the verge of bursting. 
Tears lined my eyes and I was practically shaking.
“Get. Out.” I demanded.
Kadie stood still, petrified by the gun, yet she still found some strength 
to speak, “Arthur, I’m his mother, he should be with his mother.”
“Is that what you told yourself when you almost killed him?!” I 
shouted at her, aiming the gun in her direction. 
 “Get. Out.” I demanded again.
Revenge would have been so easy.  I hated her.  Whatever fiber of 
our old life was gone.  I had only been chasing shadows by keeping all 
our portraits and giving Daniel a framed picture of her.  She wasn’t 
coming back, and I didn’t want her.  She would not be taking Daniel 
away from me.
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I narrowed my eyes at Kadie. “Leave.”
She stared at me with her red eyes and opened her mouth to speak 
again, but then a voice behind me startled all of us.
“You should leave, Mom.”
I spun around, trying to hide the gun, but he had already seen it. 
Daniel stood in the doorway, holding Roger by his tail.
“You should leave, Mom,” Daniel said again.
Kadie was speechless.  A small sound choked out of her mouth, and 
before she started sobbing in front of us, she rushed out of the front 
door, followed by Rob.
I looked back at my son.  He looked at me and we made eye contact, 
and he suddenly looked much older. For a second I could see him as a 
young man. It was my job to make sure that Daniel had a future ahead 
of him. Any future. I would do whatever it took to protect him.
Kadie’s truck roared to life in the driveway and she sped out of the 
driveway and away from the house.
In the silent entranceway, I put the revolver back in my pocket, and 
then Daniel walked to me and hugged my around my waist, pulling at 
my Packer’s jacket again.
“I’m sorry, Daddy.” And then he was a little boy again.
That night was the darkest night I had ever lived through.  The sky was 
not only starless, but the black seemed to reverberate onto everything. 
Daniel’s window might as well have been covered in black tar because 
nothing could be seen out of it. I stepped outside for just a moment, 
but quickly went back in when I realized that there was absolutely no 
noise.  No wind. No insects. Nothing. An eerie silence in the world. 
The moment the sun had gone down, darkness rushed over the dome 
of the sky like spilt water, drowning us all in darkness.
An hour later, Daniel was dancing around our living room after I 
let him have a bowl of ice cream. He went on sugar frenzies whenever 
he had some sweets, but I felt like giving him a little gift.  I sat on the 
sofa as Daniel jumped around and flailed his arms in what I assume 
was supposed to be a very cool dance move he called, “The Windmill.” 
He bent his knees and spun both arms around like some crazy softball 
player.  He rocked his little body in a fast spiral and had a very serious 
expression on his face that made me laugh.
It was during this lighthearted moment when every light bulb 
in the house exploded, casting our home in darkness as well.  Glass 
rained down from the ceiling lamp and I jumped to the floor to cover 
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Daniel with my arms and body.  I could feel the shards of glass land in 
my hair and bounce on my back. Throughout the house we could hear 
every bulb burst apart with a loud ‘POP!’  Even the fireplace, where I 
had started a small fire extinguished itself.  I tried to replace the lights, 
but none of the circuits worked again. I tried restarting the fire, but the 
sparks wouldn’t set on the wood. Daniel’s sobs forced me to sit awake 
with him in my arms; his night-light’s tiny bulb had shot from the wall, 
paralyzing him in fear.
I leaned my back against the corner of the walls by Daniel’s bed and 
peered into the blackness.  I think Daniel eventually fell asleep, but 
I sat up for the whole night, unable to see anything.  I might as well 
have been blindfolded.  Daniel wanted me to hold him so no monsters 
would snatch him out of the darkness, and I promised him I would, but 
I secretly didn’t want to be pulled off by anything either.  The darkness 
was unlike any nighttime I had experienced before.
My watch still worked, the light didn’t, but the clock itself did and I 
managed to see the face ticking when I held it up directly by my eyes. 
It was nine in the morning. The darkness hadn’t resided at all; it was 
just as dark when Daniel had fallen asleep, and I could tell he was awake 
when he stirred in my arms.
We sat motionless for a moment, until Daniel spoke, breaking the 
nightlong silence I had been enduring.
“You’re not scared of anything are you?” he asked.
I thought for a moment about fear, and what really scared me. I 
remembered the tremor of concern after hurrying home from the bar, 
and then the cold creeping panic in the supermarket, and the white-hot 
fury when Kadie was here. I remembered the fear that had clutched 
my heart the night I pulled Daniel out of the wrecked vehicle three 
years earlier.
I crossed my arms around my son’s chest and felt his tiny heartbeat 
thumping. His own little light.
“Yes son, there is one thing that scares me.”
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I sat up for the whole night, unable to see anything.  I might as well 
have been blindfolded.  Daniel wanted me to hold him so no monsters 
would snatch him out of the darkness, and I promised him I would, but 
I secretly didn’t want to be pulled off by anything either.  The darkness 
was unlike any nighttime I had experienced before.
My watch still worked, the light didn’t, but the clock itself did and I 
managed to see the face ticking when I held it up directly by my eyes. 
It was nine in the morning. The darkness hadn’t resided at all; it was 
just as dark when Daniel had fallen asleep, and I could tell he was awake 
when he stirred in my arms.
We sat motionless for a moment, until Daniel spoke, breaking the 
nightlong silence I had been enduring.
“You’re not scared of anything are you?” he asked.
I thought for a moment about fear, and what really scared me. I 
remembered the tremor of concern after hurrying home from the bar, 
and then the cold creeping panic in the supermarket, and the white-hot 
fury when Kadie was here. I remembered the fear that had clutched 
my heart the night I pulled Daniel out of the wrecked vehicle three 
years earlier.
I crossed my arms around my son’s chest and felt his tiny heartbeat 
thumping. His own little light.
“Yes son, there is one thing that scares me.”
Twinkle, Twinkle
